72                          THERE  LAY  THE  CITY
sufficiently detached. Therefore, there were times
when the big city, which was there only across the
way, was in the figment of my imagination many
waters across, and a London street, I imagined, rolled
and rattled outside my house or the bois of Paris-in-
the-spring or the cobbled streets of a little Spanish
town. And strange people would continue to come
and go beneath my terrace and for me Dr. Felix
D'Souza would change into an English gentleman or
a French diplomat at the Quai D'Orsay or a troubadour
in the Spain before the civil war. And the Khoja
lady whom I've never seen would even become an
English Countess or a French couturiere or a Spanish
senorita. How equal the world was till you divided
it and made it unequal, till you built frontiers and
barriers and erected "Verduns" all over the face of it!
Perhaps after this war it would be equal again, for the
war was being fought for a new order, for democracy
and liberty and all those things for which the last war
was fought and the war beforehand the wars that
are yet to be fought, till one day democracy and
liberty and all those things would at last come to this
world.
But those were really not the thoughts that
crossed my mind that morning. It was too soon after
the night before, too soon after Judy's monologue, as
she lay prostrate on the bed before me, too soon after
I had been shaken from my own egotism to have
thought for a moment of anyone else, too soon after
my little world had been intruded upon. That